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THE DEATH OF SHELLEY. 



There is a sea no wanderer may find, 

Nor sail thereto its distant freight may bring, 

About the margins of the world it lies. 
Beyond the sunrise and the sunsetting, 

Serene and clear : no storm may there arise, 
No footfall of the wind 
May stir its peace ; only upon the air 

Echoes are heard, and whispers by the shore, 

With low refrain returning evermore, 
And Music makes her tranquil dwelling there. 



'Sl 



151040 



And all Earth's wealth of form and harmony, 
Shapes of delight and voices magical 

To bind our senses, from beyond that strand 
Draw down to men. But faintly here they fall, 

A silent foam cast forth upon the sand ; 
And few there are may see 
That ocean's wonder ; few whose ear is strong 

To catch th' eternal rhythm of its tide, 

Save in man's heart some memory of it hide. 
Save in the broken beauty of his song. 



What strain of lamentation fitly sounds 

By those clear shores for his ensilenced breath 

Whom most their haunted echoes held in thrall ? 
Flows it in gentle mourning over death, 

As, softly still, old shepherd-voices call 
From where a blue sea bounds 
The grey Sicilian uplands unforgot ? 

Or with the passion of his fiercer tone 

That wept the singer of Endymion ? 
Nay ! He is dead, and we can hear it not. 
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We hear it not ; but the enchanted tide 
To Shelley's ear its gift would ever brinff ; 

And Music's phantom messengers arose 
Upon his dream -lit vision, whispering. 

Pale spirits came from still Caucasian snows, 
And Asia, wistful-eyed, 
Gazing afar ; and one did mutely steal 

Apart in desolation. Liberty, 

Who with declining visage passed him by, 
And stretched beseeching hands, and made appeal. 

Till the long moaning of the nations, weak 

No more, nor wavering, on his utterance broke 

Into the measure of an imminent host. 
Strong, ordered, universal, — amid stroke 

On stroke of vengeful tempest onward tost 
From peak to cloud-swept peak ; 
Still sounding its triumphant harmony 

Until the last free summits, gained at length. 

Serene in their unalterable strength. 
Rise, and stand bare against the sudden sky. 
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But vainly here, un echoed, did it fall. 

Thy proud entreaty, and thy song became 

Voiceless ; — as one who, having sailed afar 
In legendary quest of ancient fame, 

Down some stern coast-way. unfamiliar 
Straying alone, might call 
With eager cry upon his comrades fled 

Onward past Tyras to the Colchian sea. 

Then know himself forsaken, suddenly. 
By silent rocks, and shores unharvested. 

Yet in the stillness of the world, he heard 
The gathering voices of the fitful airs ; — 

Such sound as often at deep noon-tide moans 
In the high vault of pine-forests, and fares 

With a sea- music over withered cones 
And faded leaves unstirred ; 
A tuneful motion lingering to confer 

Life on his vanquished heart, and joyfulness 

Saying, ** Arise ; have peace of thy distress. 
And sing my courses, — the Wind's minister ! '* 




And he in service rendered up his art, 
And in the wind's dominion was upborne 

Through higher space, as mounted on a cloud 
She trails her faery shadow on the corn, — 

A rustling darkness, — or when overloud 
Her rage grows swift to dart 
By pathless ways invincible, among 

Old fastnesses, and solitary steeps. 

And there her shrill-voiced, lonely vigil keeps, 
And drifts th' unheeded snow. But most his song 

Rose with the rising storm, exultingly 
In the swift triumph of the driving West. 

Yet wild, yet merciless, with angry speed 
The storm overwhelmed him in its mortal quest, 

And spares him not, that faring without heed 
Beneath the shaded sky. 
Nought hears he but the gentle strains that tell 

The legend of Antigone, and sees 

Nought but the tranquil light of Sophocles, 
Who knew no tempest that he could not quell. 
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And the great deep received him, and en wrapt 
His life within the pulsing and the gloom 

Of the slow-veering waters. All for nought 
His voice of seas, to stay the sudden doom ! 

In vain his voice by sounding torrents taught ! 
For that mute song is lapped 
In Ocean's treasury, and lingers there, 

Amid the shelvey caverns of her base. 

Where the sea ponders, and the tides enlace. 
Gentlest of all her wonders, and most rare. 



He sang of fires, and his fleet spirit burned 
On wings of flame across the kindled verge 

Of evening, in the lustre of his powers ; 
He sang of fire, when from the dark emerge , 

The quivering sandals of the Midnight Hours ; I 

And, with the mom, returned ; 

Singing of fire, when first the ardent East ; 

Resumes the beacon of the day. Yet Fire \ 

With the betraying ocean shall conspire 
And soon on the rejected corse shall feast. 
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Till when, he lies upon a shore unknown, 
Nor heeds the hushing of the winds, the slow 

And gradual mists down-falling drearily. 
While, in the gloom, the foaming storm-lights grow 

Dim on the sea-dunes, and the barren sea ; 
And the grey sky bends down 
To the grey earth, with burden of its pall. 

And all is dark ; alone the hidden tide 

Moans, shuddering, ** Alastor ! *' — and beside, 
No life, no stir, nor any sound at all. 
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Thou, whose austere and still- surveying eyes 

Beheld man's morning splendour, — on whose view 

Was spread the columned majesty of Greece, 
In the low sunlight, while the shining dew 

Of Beauty lay in yet unwithered peace, — 
On whose high reveries 
Rose and returned the vision of thy fair, 

And sternly-loved Athenians, moving ever, 

In changeful constancy of great endeavour, 
Exultant through the freshness of the air ; — 
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What answer hast thou, Plato, — from what state 
Of vision in the cycled years attained, 

That here, his thought's fierce striving scarce begun, 
His fevered goal of fancy still ungained. 

Lies in pale doom, and low oblivion, 
Thy scholar, passionate 
As thou, to pierce beyond th' enchanted sea 

Past thronging dreams, and phantoms half divine, 

To the white Truth, whose timeless realm is thine. 
And, in thy pathway, sought to climb to thee ? 

For at thy call, — as veiled upon a sleep 
The trouble rises of remembered dreams, 

Long vanished and returning from afar, — 
Come visions of a world whose image seems 

More sure, more fair than earthly visions are ; 
As though the dawn were deep 
With secrets of an unbeholden ray. 

Some last revealing of a changeless sun 

Wherein our fitful lights should burn as one. 
Calm in the fulness of the certain day. 
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